i h YrtgeJy ^/Hamlet 

May one be pardoned and retain r th offence? 

Jn the corrupted currents of this world, 

Offences guided hand may fhow by iuftice, 
Andofctis lee 'e the wicked jirifce it (elfe 
Buy cs out the 1 iw.but tis not fo aboue, 

Thercis no fliufl in g, there the aflion lies 
In his true nature, and we our fellies compel d 
Euen to the teeth and forehead of our faults 
To giue in cuidencc: what then, what reft s ? 

Try what repentance can, what can it not, 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent? 

O wretched ftate,Obofomc blackeas death, 

0 limed foule,that ftruggling to be free, 

Art more ingaged 1 helpe Angles make affay. 

Bow ftubbornc kneevand hart with ftrings of ftceie. 
Be (oft as finnewes of the new borne babe, 

All maybe well. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Warn. Now might I doc it, but now a is a prayings 
And now lie doo't, and fo a goes to heauen. 

And fo am I reuendgc,that would be fcand 
A villamc kills my father, and for that, 

1 his foie fonne,doc this fame viliaine fend 
To heauen. 

Why, this is bafe and filly. — not reuendge, 

A tookemv father grofely, full of bread, 

Withall his crimes broad blovvne as flufh as May, 
And how his audit ftands who knowes lauc heauen. 
But in our circumftancc and courle of thought, 

Tis heauy with him: and am l then reuendged 
To take him in the purging o f his foule, 

When he is fir and feafoned for his paffage? 

No, 

Vp fword,and know thou a more horrid hent. 
When he is dninkc,a fleepe,or in his rage. 

Or in th’inceftious plcafurc ofhis bed. 

At game, a fwearmg,or about fome a& 

That has no rcUfli oiUluation in t. 


Then 


frintt QfDtmntrke* 

Then trip him that his heelc raaykick at heauen, 

And that his foule may be as damnd and blacke 
As hell whereto it goes ; my mother ftaics. 

This phificke but prolongs thy fiekly daics« Exit* 

King. My words fly vp>my thoughts rcmainc below 
Words without thoughts ncuer to heauen goe. Exit* 

Enter Gertrard And Polontus ♦ 

Veto. A will come ftrait Jookc you lay home to him. 

Tell him his prancks hauc beene coo broad to bcarc with) 

And that your grace hath fcrccn’d and flood between* 

Much heatc and him,Uc filcnce roc cucnhccrc, - 
Pray you be round. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ger. Ilcwaiteyou/carcmenot, 

With-draw,lhcare him commine. 

H am. Now mother, what's the matter* 

Ger. Hamlet % thou haft tby father much offended. 
nam. Mother you haue my father much offended. 

Ger . Come, come, you anfwcr with an idle tongue. 

Ham. Goe goe,you queftion with a wicked tongue, 

Ger. Why how now Hamlett 
Ham. What’s the matter now* 

Ger. Haue you forgot me* 

H am. No by the rood not fo, 

Youarcthe Qucene, your husbands brother! wife, 

And would it were not fo,you arc my mother. 

Ger. Nay then lie fet thofe to you that can fpcakc. 

Ham, Come.come^nd fit you dovvnc,you (hall not boudge. 
You goe not till I fet vou vp a glaffe 
Where you may fee the moft part of you. 

Q*r. Wli3t wilt thou doc, thou wilt not murthcr nac* 

Hdpc hoe, 

Polo, What hoc helpe. 

Ham. How now, a Rat, dead for aDuckaudead. 

** Olamflaine. 

Ome,what haft thou done* 

” N*y I know not,is it the King* 
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